ACT II               PRIVATELIVES
AMANDA : Yes, lovely. The Royal London School
of Bisons. Do you think Louise is happy at home ?
ELYOT : No, profoundly miserable.
AMANDA :  Family beastly to her ?
ELTOT (with conviction]: Absolutely vile. Knock
her about dreadfully I expect, make her eat the most
disgusting food, and pull her fringe.
AMANDA (laughing): Oh, poor Louise.
ELYOT : Well, you know what the French are.
AMANDA : Oh yes, indeed. I know what the
Hungarians are too.
ELYOT: What are they?
AMANDA : Very wistful. It's all those Pretzles I
shouldn't wonder.
ELYOT : And the Poostza; I always felt the Poostza
was far too big, Danube or no Danube.
AMANDA : Have you ever crossed the Sahara on a
Camel?
ELYOT : Frequently. When I was a boy we used to
do it all the time. My Grandmother had a lovely scat
on a camel.
AMANDA : There's no doubt about it, foreign
travel's the thing.
ELYOT : Would you like some brandy ?
AMANDA : Just a little. (Hi? pours some into her glass
and some into his own.)
ELYOT : I'm glad we didn't go out to-night.
AMANDA : Or last night.
ELYOT: Or the night before.
AMANDA : There's no reason to, really, when we're
cosy here.
ELYOT: Exactly.
AMANDA : It's nice, isn't it ?